Life and  Luxury
Why shouldn't they ?"    O murderers, look, look, look.
No man but tramples, tramples on his neighbour,
And these the lowest wrench and writhe and kick
And crush the desperate lives of whom they can.
I will not tread the corpsy path of commerce
Nor juggle with men's bones     The world shall wend
Those murderous ways     Not I, no, never I.
You shall not gaol me round with city walls;
I will not waste among your houses, roads
That indiscriminate feel a thousand footings
Shall not for mine axigment their insolence.
But, as of old the poet, poet now
Shall hold a near communion with earth,
Free from all traffic or truck with worldhhood:
As poet one time lived of natural bounty,
So now shall I     Yet differs even this.
Me no man wronging still the world shall hound
With interdict of food     Gamekeepers, bailiffs,
And all the manhngs vail and bob to lords
Shall sturdy stand on decent English Law
And threat my famine with a worser fate,
The seasonless monotonies of walls
That straither cabin than the closest town
So let them threat.    War stands between us.   I
Take peril comrade, knowing a hazel scarp
That breaks down ragged to a scampering brook,
Knowing a hill whose deep-slit, slanting sides
Brave out the wind and shoulder the rough clouds through
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